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pilgrims, lying across the road, seemed desirous not to
move. The fanatic crowd around them uttered loud cries,
and appeared by their gestures to encourage them to
persevere.
The engine was at a standstill. Banks was excessively
embarrassed.
All at once an idea struck him.
"Now we shall see!" he cried ; and turning the tap of
the clearance pipes under the boiler, strong jets of steam
issued forth, and spread along the surface of the ground ;
while the air was filled by the shrill, harsh screams of the
whistle.
" Hurrah! hurrah!" shouted Captain Hood, " Give it
them, Banks ! give it them well!"
The method proved successful. As the streams of
vapour reached the fanatics, they sprang up with loud
cries of pain. They were prepared and anxious to be run
over, but not to be scalded.
The crowd drew back. The way was clear. Steam was
put on in good earnest, and the wheels revolved steadily,
" Forward!" exclaimed Captain Hood, clapping his
hands and laughing heartily.
And at a rapid rate Behemoth took his way along the
road, vanishing in a cloud of vapour, like some mysterious
visitant, from before the eyes of the wondering crowd.